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LIFE AND SYLVIA. 

A CHRISTMAS JOURNEY. 

ERE was a long pause. 
Sylvia, curled up on the 
hearth-rug, stared at 
the blaze. Uncle Will 
glanced impatiently toward the win- 
dow against which the rain still 
dashed, and yawned again. He was 
sure that in a minute or two Sylvia 
would beg for another story : he 
knew the very tone of coaxing com- 
mand she would use. 

" Uncle Will ! " It was the tone 
he had expected. But Sylvia's face 
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struck him as more serious than the 
occasion. She got up from her place 
before the open fire and settled her- 
self on his knee. He pulled her hair 
and smiled into her grave face. 

" No, no," he said, ** I haven't any 
more stories for you. Tve told you 
every one I know or can think of." 

" I don't want a story." (Her 
uncle made a gesture of joking in- 
credulity.) '* I want to ask you 
something." 

"Oh, Mthafs^V " 

'* Something very ser'ous," con- 
tinued Sylvia, ignoring the interrup- 
tion. ** Where can I get 'Sperience?" 

A dangerous twinkle showed itself 
in Uncle Will's eye. But he asked, 
with flattering gravity, "And pray 
what do you want of experience ? " 
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Life and Sylvia. 13 

" Oh, so many things," said Syl- 
via, earnestly. '' I want to ride Un- 
cle Robert's horse, and I want to hold 
babies, and I want to swing on a tra- 
peze, and oh, I- do want to play on 
the violin, and Mamma always says 
that I can't do ihingis 'cause I haven't 
got 'Sperience, and she never gives 
it to me — she "says sh^ can't- — and 
Santa Claus never puts it in my 
stocking, and I want it so much ! 
Please tell me where I can get it ! " 

The twinkle in Uncle Will's eyes 
deepened as he answered : 

" Life gives experience, my child. 
Life gives it." 

-What is Life?" asked Sylvia. 
''Is she a Fairy ? — or a Witch ? " 

" Life is a Wizard," said Uncle 
Will, in the same oracular bass. 
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'* Really ? " Sylvia's eyes grew big 
with wonder. " Can he change peo- 
ple's shapes ? " 

"Oh, dear, yes, he does it all the 
time. But that's nothing compared 
to the other things he does. He's a 
generous old chap, in spite of the 
hard things people say of him. 
Why, he gives away more presents 
than Santa Claus. To some people 
he gives wealth, and to some suc- 
cess, some he takes traveling, and 
some he makes happy at home; 
there's a gift called Opportunity, 
which I've heard he gives to every- 
one in the world ; and as for that Ex- 
perience you were asking about, he 
gives that every day ! " 

'' Really ? I thought you had to 
buy it. Mamma did. What a pity 
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she didn't know about Life ! Would 
he give 'Sperience to me f And 
when I had it, could I really play the 
violin ? Oh, where does Life live ? " 

" H'm ! Want to ' see life,* do you ? 
Well, I can understand that/* 

"Why, do you want 'Sperience, 
too ? Why don't you go to Life and 
get it? Doesn't he live in New 
York ? " 

** Yes. He has a good many ad- 
dresses, but he is particularly fond of 
Town." 

'* Where 'bouts in New York ? " 

'' Oh, I'll never tell ! I'm afraid 
you'd be running off to interview 
him." And bribes could not buy 
nor prayers melt Uncle Will. 

Sylvia wriggled down from his 
knee and said, as she went toward 
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the door, that she should just find out 
all by herself where the Wizard lived, 
and when she had got 'Spe- 
rience from him, she wouldn't 
give any to people who 
teased, so there ! She said 
it in the tremble-and-beware 
manner of the injured fairy. 
Then she vanished. She 
went up to the nursery and 
summoned, from behind cur- 
tains and sofa, from book- 
case and closet, from chan- 
delier-top and picture frames, 
the invisible Body-guard and Coun- 
cil with whom she walked contin- 
ually. In story-books she had met 
them, these Fairies and Genii, Prin- 
cesses and Fauns. They shared her 
secrets : they knew that she cov- 
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eted a kind of magic more potent 
than Aladdin's Lamp ; they had been 
told of the puzzling nature of this 
charm, Experience — of how Sylvia's 
elders said, " You must wait, child, 
until you have 
ence before yc 
tempt that," am 
in the nex 
breath declared 
experience 
would come on 
doing that vei 
Of late, Syl 
herself that she could not wait longer 
for Experience to come to her ; she 
must go to Experience ; she must 
hunt until she found it. Then she 
had heard that her old friend, chaf- 
fing, teasing, kind, story-telling Un- 
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cle Will was coming for a part of 
the Christmas holidays, and she had 
decided to ask him to help her. He 
knew so much about magic gifts 
(there was no end to his store of 
fairy-tales) that perhaps he could tell 
a way of winning this one. 

And now, sitting on the nursery 
floor, in the midst of her unseen 
friends — her ** Dummies " — Sylvia 
whispered to them all that Uncle 
Will had said, bewailing his refusal 
to give Life's address. 

But late that afternoon she came 
running back, flushed and panting, to ' 
tell these mute counselors that she 
knew now where the Wizard lived. 
Playing about the drawing - room 
while her mother entertained a call- 
er, her ear had been caught by these 
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Life and Sylvia. 21 

words in a letter which the strange 
lady read aloud: 

" Life down there, among the poor 
in Mulberry Street, has given her 
much experience." 

Sylvia had waited to hear no more. 
She had flown upstairs to the meas- 
ure of the singing words in her head: 
"In Mulberry Street the Wizard 
lives, in Mulberry Street, ih Mulberry 
Street ; in Mulberry Strejet the Wiz- 
ard lives,- heigho, heigho,7heigho ! " 

For a long time that night — Christ- 
mas Eve — she lay awake whispering 
plans of action to her Dummies, 
promising that they should go with 
her on her visit to Life. She wished 
she knew his number in Mulberry 
Street. The letter had not men- 
tioned it. But, of course, there 
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would be an old woman by the road- 
side to give directions, and the Dum- 
nies ought to be able to 
help her, particularly 
those who, in their story- 
book existence, had had 
dealings with Wizards. 

Christmas came warm 
and bright as a day in 
June. It was as if Sum- 
mer were peeping over 
December's shoulder to 
catch a glimpse of the 
fun. Poor Summer has never had a 
Christmas ! 

Mrs. Delamere was to give a fam- 
ily dinner-party at half-past two in 
honor of her brother, Sylvia's Uncle 
Will ; and, remembering the weari- 
ness of a long meal to feet which es- 
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cape the floor, she arranged that her 
little daughter should dine alone in 
the nursery, joining the party below 
at dessert. Sylvia was told to take 
her presents with her upstairs, and to 
amuse herself quietly after her dinner 
until summoned to the dining-room. 
She obeyed. Very quietly indeed 
she put on her hat and cloak — her 
best, as she thought but seemly in 
calling on a personage so mighty as 
a Wizard. Somewhere she had read 
of propitiatory gifts offered when a 
great favor was to be asked : she 
emptied into a large bag of netted 
cord the persuasive contents of her 
own and her Dummies' Christmas 
stockings. 

As she slipped timorously down 
the stairs, muffled voices seeming to 
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say, "Sylvia ! Sylvia! " and laughter 
that sounded triumphant as if she 
had been caught and brought back, 
came through the dining-room door. 
She had asked the Genii Dummies 
to make her invisible until she should 
be out of the house. Looking down, 
she could see her shoes and cloak, 
even the end of her nose; but per- 
haps no one else could ! The hope 
made her bold. She ran down the 
rest of the stairs and opened the 
house-door. As she shut it softly, 
a step sounded behind her. She 
sprang to a corner of the vestibule 
and listened, trembling. Then, tip- 
toeing warily to the outer door, she 
twinkled down the stone steps, and, 
with one slanting look from under 
her broad-brimmed hat at the win- 
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Life and Sylvia. 2J 

dows and door, darted around the 
corner. 

A faith that the Elevated Rail- 
way went everywhere, led her to the 
Thirty - fourth Street station ; and, 
her way passing a familiar candy- 
shop, she pause/i to complete her 
propitiatory treasure with sugar- 
glazed apples on sticks and candy in 
fringed colored papers. 

It was with a confident air that 
Sylvia, on tiptoe, asked at the sta- 
tion - window for a ticket to Mul- 
berry Street ; but the man behind 
the glass did not treat her with 
the respect she considered due to a 
young lady of eight, travelling alone. 
** Nearest station, Chatham Square," 
he corrected, in a voice as quick as 
the motion with which he snapped 
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out a ticket ; and the glance that 
accompanied it, if it said anything, 
said contempt. 

Sylvia dropped her ticket into the 
receiver on the platform, as she had 
seen Uncle Will do when he had 
taken her on the Elevated. She fol- 
lowed the hurrying passengers into 
the nearest car, and sat down by the 
door. The train moved on, past sec- 
ond - story windows of houses and 
shops, past dime museums and read- 
ing-rooms, stopping with a dizzy sud- 
denness at stations, and starting again 
with a slam and a creak and a ** Step- 
lively-there-both-gates ! " from the 
conductor. 

It was a long ride to Sylvia. She 
had time to read the mottoes in her 
fringed papers and to convince her- 
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self that with certain of them the 
Wizard would not be pleased: clear- 
ly it was her duty to eat the motto 
candies. After conscientiously dispos- 
ing of a ** beefsteak " and a few sugar 
plums, she interrupted the good 
work long enough to observe to her 
Dummies that she was glad it hap- 
pened to be Christmas. Life ought 
to be in the humor for making pres- 
ents — but you never could tell about 
Wizards ! 

The passengers looked curiously 
at the well-dressed little girl who sat 
by herself and ate candy so solemn- 
ly, holding tight a bag knuckled out 
in queer shapes, and now and then 
moving her lips in an inaudible whis- 
per. 

Sylvia listened eagerly for the 
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names of the stations. When, at 
last, " Chat — m Square ! Changef- 
southferry ! " was called, she hurried 
out upon the platform. Several la- 
dies watched her from the car-win- 
dows until she disappeared down the 
stairs, marveling that a child of her 
sort should be going into that quar- 
ter of the town, alone. 

•'I wonder which way we go," Syl- 
via mumbled to her Dummies, as she 
stood at the foot of the stairs, look- 
ing up and down the street. It was 
very quiet, as down-town streets are 
on a holiday. She walked half a 
block without seeing a single person ; 
then she spied a huge man lounging 
in his shirt -sleeves before a shop 
door. He was not handsome, ac- 
cording to Sylvia's standard. His 
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black hair was slippery, and his 
black eyes were sharp, and his nose 
had a bump in the centre. 

" Veil," he said, looking down at 
her — his voice was as oily as his hair 
— " Veil, my leetle lady ? 
Vot c'n I do for you ? " 

** Please do you 

know Life ? " 

The old money- 
lender slowly meas- 
ured her from head 
to foot as he answered: 

" Leib ? You mean Yacob Leib ? 
Vot does he look likes ? '* 

Sylvia was puzzled for a descrip- 
tion. As she hesitated, some words, 
heard often unheedingly, pricked 
through her memory. 

" Life is short," she said. 
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''Ye-es, dat's Yacob. Vot's his 
beesness ? " 

Sylvia fixed her serious eyes in- 
tently on the man's face. 

" Beesness ? " she repeated *' Oh, 
you mean business. Why, he keeps 
' Sperience. He gives it away. He's 
very gen'rous." 

The Jew shook his head. " Dat 
can't be Yacob." 

" Oh, dear, don't you think it 
might be ? " 

'' Nein, leetle girl. I know Ya- 
cob." 

Sylvia turned away disappointed. 

'* Why don't you help me. Dum- 
mies ? " she muttered ; " what's the 
use of being Genii if you don't know 
how to find Wizards ? Where's your 
Fairy Godmother, Cinderella?" 
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Cinderella and the other Dummies 
kept the silence which was at times 
discreet, at times golden, bu" 
now, unsympathetic. 

Across the street was a , 
Chinese laundry. Two ' 
men, with long pig -tails, 
stood at the window iron- 
ing. "Poor things, to have 
to work on Christmas ! " murmured 
Sylvia to the Dummies as she cross- 
ed over. She stopped on the thres- 
hold, looking in with a friendly smile 
at the half dozen Chinamen. 

" Merry Christmas ! " she said. 

The men laid down their irons and 
stared at her stupidly. 

" I've come to ask if you know 
where Mr. Life lives ? " 

As she spoke, the man nearest her. 



34 Lif^ cind Sylvia. 

without warning, spouted a shower 
of water from his mouth over the 
clothes before him. 

" Sing Li ? " he suggested, briefly. 
Sylvia jumped. Then, " Do it 
igain ! " said she. 
The laundryman 
seemed not to un- 
derstand. " Sing 
Li," he repeated. 
"Mr. Life's bus- 
less is ' Sperience.' 

" Yes, muchee experiencee. Velly 
muchee. Sing Li washee good." 

" Oh, dear, no, the one I mean 
doesn't take in washing!" Sylvia 
cried. 

The man took a quantity of water 
into his mouth and spluttered again. 
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" We washee," he said, superflu- 
ously. " Experiencee velly muchee. 
Washee?" He pointed insinuating- 
ly at Sylvia's bag. 

" No, no," she said, vehemently ; 
" I don't want any clothes washed. 
I only want Life. Good-by." She 
hurried from the place. 

Presently she en- 
countered a child of 
her own age, stagger- 
ing toward a pawn- 
broker's with a bundle 
of old clothes. Sylvia 
ran up to her and 
asked her question; 
she thought it best to " 
be respectful — to say 
"Mr." — for one could never tell what 
shape a Wizard might have assumed. 
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He might be any of the people she 
met ; he might be this little girl. 

The child in rags merely turned a 
wondering look upon the child in 
feathers and furs and said nothing. 

" ril give you a piece of candy if 
you tell me," said Sylvia, encourag- 
ingly. " I'm carrying all this candy 
to Mr. Life, but Til give you some. 
Don't you know about him? He's 
a Wizard and gives things away. 
Which is his house ? " 

The child shook her head. She 
tucked the bull's-eye Sylvia gave her 
into her cheek, and, in a drippy voice, 
demanded, '* Gimme some more ! " 

Sylvia looked at the stick of a 
glazed apple peering out from the 
bag ; hesitated ; glanced again at 
the child's pinched face (the bulged 
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cheek of which lent it a surprising, 
toothachy appearance) ; and handed 
her the apple. 

Sylvia never knew how it was. 
Certainly, a minute before, she and 
the tattered child stood alone in the 
street. But as she presented the 
sugared fruit, suddenly, from every 
cellar and store, from wretched tene- 
ment-houses, and from the very pave- 
ment, as it seemed, sprang children, 
children, children, of all ragged de- 
grees and all ages ; but of one mind. 
They swarmed about Sylvia, tugging 
at the bag on her arm, and scream- 
ing, " Gimme some ! Give us yer 
candy ! " 

Sylvia clung to the bag. She 
turned a reproachful face upon the 
clamoring crowd. *'You mustn't be 
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so naughty," said she in her gentle 
voice, "or I can't give you any 
candy. It isn't polite to push ! " 

But the ragamuffins did not wait 
to be given the candy : they snatched 
it from the bag, tumbling over each 
other in strife for the best pieces. 
They thrust back into the pawn-shop 
the girl with the bundle of clothes : 
she stood in the doorway and trium- 
phantly balanced on her tongue the 
stick of her glazed apple. 

Sylvia continued to expostulate 
sweetly with the mob. 

** rdgive it to you, indeed I would, 
but it's for Life," she explained ; 
" Fm looking for him. Can't you 
show me the way ? Aren't any of 
you 'quainted with Life ? Listen ! 
Please don't pull so ! Please listen ! 
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If you^U only tell me where to find 
Life, Fm sure he'll give you some of 
the candy." 

The children closed tighter about 
her and drowned her soft voice in 
their shouts. She found herself 
pushed and dragged along with the 
crowd, to which men from the street 
corners, with deep voices and jeering 
laughs, now added themselves. The 
little lady turned with dignity upon 
the rabble as they paused at the cor- 
ner. 

" I think you're very rude indeed," 
she said. 

Again she appealed to the Dum- 
mies. But all Fairydom was helpless 
before these rough mortals. 

Just here, in the street, stood a 
broken-down delivery wagon. Catch- 



42 Life and Sylvia. 

ing sight of it, the noisy, burly, heavy- 
featured leader of the crowd called 
out, '" Git up in de wagon! T>ow 
yer stuff from de wagon ! '' 

The shout was taken up by the 
other men and echoed in the shrill 
voices of the children. **Put 'er in 
de wagon ! " *' Git up in de wagon ! " 
And Sylvia found herself swung in- 
to the air and landed, with her bag, 
in the old cart. 

There was an instant's pause of ex- 
pectation. Sylvia stretched out her 
little hands to the mob below. 

"Please," she implored, "don't any 
of you know anything of Life ? I've 
come way down here to see him. Til 
give you all my candy if you'll only 
tell me where he is." 

" Give ahead ! " piped one of the 
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older children, and with that the- 
shouting and jostling began anew. 

Whispering to her Dummies that 
it was like a queen scattering largess 
to the People, Sylvia threw down 
among them her precious pop-corn 
and bulFs - eyes, peppermint canes 
and cornucopias. The children fought 
and screamed and snatched. They 
sprang upon each other and rolled 
over and over in the street, wrestling 
for perhaps nothing larger than a dis- 
membered beast of barley sugar. 

Sylvia remained patiently at her 
post. Standing in the old wagon 
high above them all, she tossed them 
handful after handful of candy and 
bon-bons, nuts and fruit. Reeling 
and yelling, the crowd scrambled to 
catch the shower. 
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When the bag was almost emp- 
tied, a child jumped and caught at it. 
" You naughty boy ! " Sylvia cried, 
trying to beat him back. But before 
she could do so, a score of children 
clambered into the cart, fighting for 
possession of the bag. It was speed- 
ily torn from Sylvia s grasp ; and by 
blows and kicks one of the boys suc- 
ceeded in freeing it from the hold of 
all other hands. He, in turn, was be- 
sieged as Sylvia had been. 

The children crushed her as they 
swayed in battle. She measured the 
distance between the wheel-top and 
the ground. As she was plucking up 
courage for the jump, the leader of 
the men, who had been talking apart 
with a companion, came alongside the 
cart and said, jocularly : 
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" Too high up in the world to suit 
yuh, Sissy ? Like to come down ? 
Take a shoulder, do ! " 

The man tossed her in the air as 
if she had been a baby, before set- 
tling her on his shoulder. With two 
strides he gained the sidewalk. But, 
to Sylvia's terror, instead of putting 
her down here, he tightened his 
hold on her ankles, and turned the 
corner. The crowd followed with 
howls of applause. Sylvia tried to 
kick. 

" Let me down ! Let me down ! " 
she cried. 

'* W'y, wotyuh blubberin' about, 
young 'un ? Tm a-doing yuh a good 
turn. I'm goin' to take yuh out o' 
this here mess and put yuh on the 
way fur home. Wheredyuh live ? " 
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Sylvia gave the number on Madi- 
son Avenue, mechanically. 

"But I don't want to go home. I 
want to see Life. That's what I 
came for. Don't you kn " 

" Haw ! Haw ! " broke in the man, 
** that's a good 'un. Come to see the 
life hercy hey ? Rocky, ain't it ? If 
yuh take my advice, Sissy, yuh'U go 
back to the swells yuh come from. I 
guess yuh'll find a good enough life 
up there." The man laughed, brut- 
ally. 

Sylvia was divided between sur- 
prise at learning that there was an- 
other Mr. Life who lived near her, 
and perplexity as to the meaning of 
"rocky." She had heard of people 
being " stony ; " probably " rocky " 
meant that — only more so. If this 
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were true of Life, of course he would 
not be generous enough to give away 
anything — yet he had presented that 
person in the letter with Experience ! 

She was starting to ask if the other 
Life — the one uptown — gave Experi- 
ence, when a strongly thrown object 
stung her face. The man who was 
carrying her called out, " Hi, there, 
Bill Stein, come pick up this here bag 
y' t'rew." 

A hulking fellow swaggered for- 
ward with an out-thrust of the under 
lip and a fling of the head, and did 
as he was bid. Sylvia's escort cuffed 
him for his insolence. Bill returned 
the blow, hotly. Sylvia was not 
pleased with the prospect of being 
third party in a hand-to-hand street- 
fight — perched on the shoulder of 
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one of the combatants. She besought 
the man holding her to let her down. 
But, raising his arm with a force 
which came near answering her pray- 
er precipitately, he dealt Stein a blow 
that admitted no answer. The fellow 
picked himself up and slunk away. 
Then Sylvia's champion strode on at 
the head of the crowd which went 
with him, cheering. 

Sylvia whispered to her Dummies 
that it was like an army returning 
from victory. She began to enjoy 
riding the air with the cries of the 
throng below in her ears. At the 
Elevated station the leader halted 
and, facing the crowd, tossed Sylvia 
again in the air ; at which the spec- 
tators gave a mighty cheer, then an- 
other and another and another. 
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The man put Sylvia down on the 
first step of the stair leading up to 
the " L." 

" Better keep this here fur a soov- 
nir," he said, giving her the tattered 
bag hanging by one discouraged 
handle ; " and here's this, wid my 
compliments, to have handy fur yur 
ticket" He put a nickel in her hand 
and left her with a burlesque bow. 
The crowd shouted again as Sylvia 
scrambled up the steps. 

The policeman who ought to have 
discovered himself long ago, now 
sauntered up and growled, ** Come, 
git out o' this, you ! " and the swarm 
dispersed reluctantly before his ba- 
ton, keeping an eye on the little girl 
climbing the stairs. 
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WHAT next? 

They had been to the police-sta- 
tion and to the home of every child- 
friend. There was no clue. 

Mrs. Delamere's guests sat staring 
at one another ; the men in deep 
thought ; the women with lips apart 
and scared, baffled faces. Tears 
stood in the mother s eyes. 

Suddenly the door was thrown 
open, and there, on the threshold, 
stood the small Seeker of Life. 

Sylvia looked from one to the 
other in innocent surprise. 

"Why, what's the matter, Mam- 
ma?" 

They all flocked about her with 
joyful reproaches — a very different 
group from the one by which she had 
so recently been surrounded. 
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" Oh, you naughty Sylvia ! " 
" How could you frighten us so ! " 
*' What made you run away ? " 
Sylvia's mother gathered the child 
hungrily to her. 

*' Naughty, naughty — darling," she 
said in her ear, and got no further. 

She pressed the culprit closer, in a 
long embrace. 

" You must never, never, dear 
child, do so again. You are too lit- 
tle. You haven't " 

" ' Sperience ! " supplemented Syl- 
via, with a sidelong, saucy look. Her 
mother laughed through her tears. 

" That's what I went to get. You 
know, Mamma, you're always telling 
me that's the reason I can't do things, 
'cause I haven't got 'Sperience, and 
Uncle Will told me that Life would 
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give it to me, so I went down to 
where he lives, but I couldn't find 
him and — " Sylvia told the whole 
story, 

'' Oh, Uncle Will," she said, as he 
took her up in his strong arms and 
kissed her gravely, " I would have 
given you part of my 'Sperience if 
I'd got it from Life ; but I didn't get 
any at all." 

" I guess you've had enough ex- 
perience for one day, Sylvia," said 
Uncle Will, huskily. 

" Why, have I got it, have I got 
it?" cried Sylvia, springing out of 
his arms. " How do you know ? 
Where is it ? " She turned the bag 
inside out. " 'Tisn't there — Oh-h-h ! 
/ know ! That man who carried me 
on his shoulder must have been Life 
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in disguise. He wasn't a bit stuck- 
up. Wasn't it nice of him to say 
the other Life was nicer! Where 
do you s'pose he put the 'Sperience ? 
Oh, I know ! That last time he 
tossed me he put his hands in my 
pockets and held me that way. It 

1 

seemed so funny, but of course he 
was putting in the 'Sperience then, 
and he never told me, and I forgot 
all about my pockets when I got in 
the train." 

Sylvia ran to her cloak ; her hands 
trembled as she thrust them into the 
pockets. Uncle Will watched her 
with a queer look in his eyes. 

''What's the matter?" 

Sylvia's face was white. She 
pointed to the empty pockets turned 
inside out 
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" My purse — my Christmas money 



— gone ! " 



Uncle Will smiled. -Ah," said 
he, *' that *s Experience ! " 
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